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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
An AU story of pure fiction written out of my great respect for the two individuals named. 


Bruce Dickinson awakened as the first gray light of dawn filtered through the window blinds of his bedroom 
and winced as he swung his feet over the side of the bed He knew without checking the forecast that it was 
going to be another damp, dismal day, the ache in his leg told him that. It had been seven years since his 
injury had ended his military career but whenever he felt the pain from where the shrapnel had entered his 
leq just below the knee he still missed it. It had just been sheer bad luck that he had been the one person to 
have been hit when the IED had exploded between the vehicle he had been riding in and the one before it. The 
injury hadn't been life threatening but the damage to the bone had made walking for long periods impossible. It 
had been a choice of taking a desk job or retiring. Knowing he would gone stir crazy sitting in an office all day, 


he chose retirement. 


He would never have imagined he would end up where he was now, though. He had been at loose ends, too 
restless to simply relax and enjoy his newfound freedom but physically unable to do any of the things he had 


formerly loved such as skydiving or even long distance bicycling when his great aunt in Stanhope had passed 


away. For many years Aunt Greta had operated a small guest hotel in the Pennines and as she had never 
married, Bruce's father had inherited the hotel. When his father first suggested Bruce go up and run the place 
for a season, Bruce had balked. What did he, a former career military man, know of the hospitality business? 
His father had talked him round, however, pointing out that he was unable to go up there and care for it 
himself at his age and that it would give Bruce time to decide what his next move in life was going to be. 


That had been four years ago, and Bruce was still there. He found, much to his amazement, that he liked it. 
The work was fairly simple, just basic maintenance as there was a lady from Stanhope who came in every day 
to do the housekeeping, and he found the surroundings peaceful after nearly twenty years of putting himself in 
danger all around the globe. The lodge was called Greta's Retreat and he had kept the name in honor of the 
aunt he had hardly known, and it was just a half hours walk from own, a distance he could easily manage, to 
walk to the store or to the pub for a pint. The climate was a shock after some of the places he's been 
deployed, it was often damp and cloudy here but even that was oddly appealing after the scorching arid heat 
of the deserts. 


The only part of this life that Bruce sometimes found trying was interacting with the guests. Though before 
his forced retirement Bruce had been an outgoing and even jovial man, mindless chatter had never appealed to 
him. The guests were mostly sightseers and hikers, mostly English but with Americans, Europeans, and even 
Asians in the mix. The hikers were all right, he could relate to their sense of adventure and they were mostly 
younger than his own forty-five years so had little desire to sit around and talk. The people who came to 
sightsee were generally older though and there were invariably some who felt it was part of his job to provide 
them company as well as a bed and a meal. There were three elderly sisters staying with him presently that 
had been trying to mother him during the week they had been staying there. They were sweet old things and 
they meant well, but their frequent hints that he should find a wife were getting on his nerves. While in the 
Army Bruce had neither the time nor the inclination to settle down and now that he did have time, the idea 
still held little interest for him. 


Dressed in his customary jeans and button-up shirt, Bruce came downstairs to find Mrs. Prescott was already 
serving breakfast. She had been a dear friend of his aunts and despite her seventy-odd years she was a 
tireless hostess and housekeeper. He was eternally grateful for her for distracting the three sisters but as he 
poured his coffee and attempted to make his escape from the breakfast room, the elder of he sisters waylaid 
him. 

"Oh, Mr. Dickinson, | didn't see you come in | was going to seek you out after breakfast" 

‘Of course you were! Bruce thought to himself while he pasted an interested look on his face and replied. 


"Were you, Miss Morrow? Is there a problem with your room?" 


"No, no," she assured him, "I only wanted to thank you for your hospitality. We've had a wonderful time but 


unfortunately we are leaving this morning." 


Bruce felt a twinge of guilt for feeling relieved, but honestly, these three ladies could chatter like magpies. 


They had originally booked through their room until Monday but he didn't question why they were cutting 
their visit short. Predictably, though, she told him anyway, going into a rather involved story about the damp 
weather and arthritis which he didn't pay much attention to. In the back of his mind he was thinking that the 
house would be empty after the three ladies left until Monday when more guests were scheduled to arrive. 
Unless they called and canceled, he amended, glancing out the window to see that it had started to rain. While 
he would be glad of the peace and quiet, the season was slowing down now that September had arrived and he 
hadn't turned much of a profit over the summer. After paying for the necessary upkeep of the large old 
house there wouldn't be much to live on over the winter. Bruce was glad his needs were simple. 


The three ladies left amid a flurry of chatter before noon and after Bruce waved goodbye to them as they 
drove away, he turned back to the house with a sigh. He thought of helping Mrs. Prescott make up the three 
vacant rooms but his leg still ached so he busied himself instead with the laundry, throwing the used linens 
into the industrial sized washer Aunt Greta had invested in. Typically, laundry and other various chores took 
the bulk of the afternoon and as he worked folding the sheets as they came out of the dryer, Bruce looked 
out the large window over the folding table. The rain had slacked off to a fine mist but the clouds were low 
and leaden as they scudded over the open country behind the house. If he was going to go into town for a pint 
tonight he would have to drive and frankly it wasn't worth braving the weather. 


After a light supper Bruce lit a small fire in the hearth and settled into his chair with the book on WWII 
military strategy he'd been reading. He had almost dozed off when he was startled awake by a sound. It was a 
knock, but a quiet knock if there was such a thing. He glanced at the clock over the mantle. It was only eight 
PM. but it was almost completely dark outside. He was expecting no guests and no one else came to the house 
he was curious and a little wary as he padded barefoot through the foyer to open the door. The window in the 
door was of heavy leaded glass so even though he switched on the outdoor light all he could make out was a 


tall, slim figure on the doorstep. He swung open the door. 


A man was standing there, a man of approximately his own age but otherwise as different from Bruce as 
night and day. He had long blond hair that hung over his shoulders in wet tendrils beneath a knitted watch cap 


and he wore a khaki canvas jacket with a large backpack as well as a guitar case over his shoulder. 


"I hope | didn't disturb you." The man spoke, his voice carrying a soft northern lilt. "This is a Bed and Breakfast, 
isn't it?" 


Chapter Two 


CHAPTER TWO 


Bruce stared at the man on his doorstep for a minute, seemingly at a loss for words. There was some shift in 
the atmosphere as soon as he opened the door and he had to consciously look for his voice before he could 


speak. 
"Yeah," he finally managed, "yeah, this is a B € B. D'you need a room?" 


The man nodded. "If you have a vacancy | do need a place for the night. | took the wrong trail today, | ended up 
coming out at the top of that rise over there," he pointed vaguely to the rolling hills further down the road. "I 
saw your sign as | was walking to town so | thought I'd check it out.” 


Bruce stepped aside, aware that he was still staring at the stranger but he couldn't seem to look away. "Come 


in out of the wet. Right now | have no other guests so | definitely have a room for you." 


The blonde man came inside, stomping his feet a little on the mat to shake off the excess moisture. " Thanks. 
I'm Janick, Janick Gers." he put out his hand and Bruce automatically reached out to shake it. As soon as he 
made contact with Janick's hand, however, Bruce suddenly became acutely conscious of the man. The warm, 


firm calloused hand felt strange even though the contact was brief. Bruce was reluctant to let go. 


‘I'm Bruce Dickinson" he finally managed to say. "Come in, you're soaking wet. Warm yourself by the fire while | 


get the guest book." 


When Bruce returned to the lounge Janick had removed his coat and was standing by the hearth, his backpack 
and guitar case by his feet. The two completed the simple transaction for lodging and to Bruce's surprise, 
Janick rented the room for two nights rather than just one. Locating the key, Bruce led his guest up the 


stairs. 


"So you're staying in the area for a couple of days?" Bruce was curious and, against his nature, he wanted to 
chat with this man for reasons he couldn't put a finger on. He was putting Janick in the best room in the 


house since there were no other guests expected for a few days and unlocked the door, flipping on the light. 


"Yeah, | want to locate the trail | missed today and it's a long loop ending at Stanhope. | was planning to find a 
room there but happened across this place first." 


lm glad you did" Bruce said, meaning it. He showed Janick the room briefly then made to leave but hesitated 
at the still open door. "Um, you look like you could use something hot to drink. If you like, you can join me for 
my nightly cup of tea after you put your things away.” 


Janick smiled. "All right, thanks. | could use something hot in me." 


‘Id like to put something hot in you' Bruce thought as he left the room, then he stopped short in the hallway. 
Where the hell had that come from?! He's been alone too long, he thought, shaking his head as he went back 
downstairs. While it was true that Bruce was attracted to men as well as women, he had successfully resisted 
those urges while in the military and since living at the B € B he hadn't had any opportunities to meet anyone 
of either sex. And this Janick Gers was very attractive, Bruce had to admit. 


Several minutes later Bruce was in the kitchen just finishing making a pot of tea when he heard his guest's 
footsteps on the stairs. He came out into the lounge with two steaming mugs to find Janick standing once again 
before the fire. He'd taken off his jacket and hat and Bruce was struck with his slim, straight form and the 
blonde hair, still damp, that hung past his shoulders. He turned as Bruce entered and accepted the tea Bruce 
offered. 


"Thanks. | can't seem to shake this chill." 
It was a nasty day for a hike. Are you on holiday here?" 


"Sort of” Bruce sat on the sofa and Janick joined him. "I'm kind of between jobs right now and | do enjoy hiking, 
but it seems its rained every day since | set out" 


"It has been a wet autumn so far. What sort of work do you do when you are working?" 


‘I'm a musician. | was the guitarist for a band out of Durham but they broke up last month and | got tired of 
sitting by the phone waiting for another offer." 


‘Ah,' Bruce thought, remembering the guitar Janick had been carrying. "| thought it was curious you were out 


hiking with a guitar." 


Janick laughed. "I take one everywhere with me, but | wish | hadn't this time. The case is waterproof but the 
dampness is still bad for it. Would you mind if | ran up to get it, | want to be sure it isn't damaged." 


"No, please do." 


The blonde ran up the stairs, long legs taking two steps at a time, and a couple minutes later he was back with 
an acoustic guitar in his hand. Bruce watched with interest as Janick examined the instrument, holding it up and 
sighting down the neck the way Bruce would have sighted a rifle, checking for any warping. Then he plucked the 
strings. 


"It seems to be okay, just out of tune." Janick proceeded to tune the strings then went to lay the instrument 
aside but Bruce spoke up. 


"That looks like a fine guitar, I'd be interested to hear how it sounds sometime." 


Janick smiled, seemingly pleased by his hosts interest and picked up the guitar again, launching straight into 
the intro to Stairway to Heaven. Bruce watched, fascinated by both the movement of the long slim fingers on 
the strings and the expression on Janick's face, a sort of faraway look that even to Bruce, who had just met 
him, made it clear that the music had a way of transporting him into a completely different frame of mind. He 
stopped after a minute with a somewhat sheepish smile, as though he was suddenly aware that he was playing 


for a stranger. 
"| don't claim to know much about music but you're very good. So you play rock?" 
Janick nodded as he took a sip of his tea. "Yeah, hard rock and metal mostly." 


"You shouldn't have any problem at all finding another band, playing as well as you do." Bruce remarked, then 
he realized he was practically gushing. ‘What on earth is the matter with me?', he wondered. He'd been feeling 
strange ever since his guest's arrival, sort of outside of himself. He fell silent then, drinking his own tea and 


watching as Janick looked over the guitar once more before leaning it against the couch. 


"What time is breakfast usually ready?" Janick asked, startling Bruce. He had been engrossed in watching the 
blonde, then he remembered he's given Mrs. Prescott several days off, believing there would be no guests. He 


could phone her to come in, he knew, but he decided he would prepare the breakfast himself. 
“Anytime you like, actually, since you're the only one here." 


They decided on eight o'clock, and not long after, Janick excused himself saying he would see Bruce at 
breakfast. Bruce washed up the teacups and went to bed himself even though it was still fairly early. He didn't 
find it easy to sleep, however. The bathroom off his quarters had an adjoining wall with the bathroom in 
Janick's room and just after he turned off his light Bruce heard the faint sound of Janick's shower. An image 
of the slim blonde came unbidden to his mind and Bruce found himself picturing the slim, pale blonde in the 
shower, lean, naked body soapy and wet, long blonde hair streaming down his back, and he felt himself becoming 


aroused at the thought. 


"Damn it!" Bruce cursed aloud, rolling over and punching is pillow. It was his own fault, he chastised himself. 
Other than a few one night stands, he had been virtually celibate since retiring and he attributed his interest 
in his guest to this, thinking he was just plain horny. Still, there were women in town who had been trying to 
attract his interest when he visited the pub and he hadn't felt this kind of interest in them. There was 
something different about the soft spoken guitarist who had turned up unexpectedly on his doorstep that 
evening. though Bruce couldn't say what it was. He lay awake for a long time even after he heard the shower 


next door turn off and eventually resorted to masturbating before he could go to sleep. 


Chapter Three 


Chapter Three 


When Bruce awakened the next morning he groaned aloud to see the window panes were streaked with rain. 
With a sigh he climbed out of bed and after a shower and shave made his way downstairs to begin preparing a 
breakfast for his guest. Luckily he had learned enough from helping Mrs. Prescott that he was able to put 
together a reasonable facsimile of her usual fare and he was just finishing up when he heard Janick come 
downstairs. He found the blonde standing by the window in the breakfast room gazing out at the wet, gray 


morning. 


"Good morning, Janick" Bruce greeted him, using his guest's first name without thinking. "It doesn’t look like a 


very good day for a hike." 
"Good morning, and you can call me Jan. All my friends do." Janick smiled and Bruce felt a strange quickening in 
his pulse. "I was hoping the forecasts were wrong but of course when you don't want them to be accurate, 


that's when they are." 


Bruce chuckled, laying out the serving dishes of sausage, eggs, and various other breakfast fare. Janick sat 


down and poured a cup of coffee from the carafe, then looked inquiringly at Bruce. 
"Aren't you going to join me, or did you eat already?" 
‘Normally | don't eat with the guests but if you don't mind...2" 


Janick stabbed a sausage with his fork and gestured toward an empty chair with it. "Please do, it would be silly 
for me to eat alone here and you to eat alone in the kitchen" 


Bruce sat down and as the two ate Janick questioned Bruce about the local trail system. Bruce had learned a 
bit about it over the past few years of running the inn but when Jan asked some particulars Bruce had to 
admit he'd never been out on the trails himself. 


"Oh, you don't like hiking?" Jan was curious. 


"It isn't that | don't like it, l've done more hiking than | care to remember when | was in the military. But | have 


to keep my walks under five miles or so anymore or I'll pay the price the next day." 


Jan shot him a curious look and Bruce realized that he should explain more clearly. "| was injured in 
Afghanistan and if | walk for more than a few miles my leg starts to hurt like hell." 


"Oh, I'm sorry!" Janick looked contrite, clearly thinking he'd made a faux pas. 


Its all right” Bruce rushed to reassure him. "It's inconvenient sometimes but not that big a deal. | do wish | 
knew more about the trails, though. | know the shorter loops, I've walked them many times, but the loop 
you're planning to walk is unfamiliar to me. Surely, considering the shitty weather, you're not thinking of going 


out today?!" 
"| think I'll check it out, | do have a rain suit.” 


Bruce shook his head in wonder but it wasn't his place to try to dissuade his quest. The two men talked for 
the better part of an hour and Bruce found he legitimately enjoyed the other man's company. He realized he 
had been becoming somewhat of a recluse from living at the inn but talking with Janick reminded him of the 
camaraderie he had once enjoyed with other people of his own age.The blonde had a sincere, honest manner 
about him, he was interested in what Bruce had to say and Bruce found himself letting down a guard he hadn't 
even known he had raised around himself. He was a bit sorry when Janick left to go upstairs to ready for his 


hike. 


A short while later Bruce was in the kitchen washing up when he saw Janick leave the house from the window 
over the sink He wore a olive green rain poncho and black rain pants, a hood pulled up over his bright hair, and 
his long legs carried him quickly down the drive and along the road in the direction of the trail head. It was still 
raining, though it was now a fine light rain as opposed to the heavy shower earlier, and Bruce watched the 
slim figure until he disappeared around a curve in the road. He had to drive into town that morning for 
groceries and other supplies for the business but when he returned it was obvious Janick was still out. The 
rain had picked up again and a brisk wind had sprung up as well, the temperature dropping by several degrees. 
Bruce normally never worried about the hikers who stayed with him but there were usually more than one in 


the party. As he went about his day he kept one ear tuned in for the sound of Janick's return 


He was changing the filters on the furnace when he heard the sound of the front door closing and soft 
footsteps on the stairs late in the afternoon. He had hoped to catch Jan when he returned even though he had 
no legitimate reason to. He looked forward to his guest's company that evening but he reminded himself it was 
probably only because he was lonely. Though there were guests in and out of the B € B all season it was 
unusual for any to be of his own age and very unusual for him to find any of them as easy to talk to as he 
found Janick to be. Though Bruce generally only offered breakfast with the rooms he hoped Jan - he found 


himself thinking of his quest now as Jan - would join him for dinner. He prepared enough for two, just in case. 


He heard nothing from upstairs since Janick's return earlier so when the meal was ready Bruce went upstairs 


and tapped lightly on his guest's door. 
"Janick, are you there?" 


There was no reply for a long minute. Could he have gone out again without Bruce hearing? His ears trained 
from his long military service, he usually picked up most any sound in the house. Then a faint sound in the 
room caught his attention. It was Janick's voice but he couldn't make out any words. Wondering why the blonde 


didn't simply come to the door, Bruce tapped again. This time there was a shuffling sound and a few seconds 


later the door opened. 


Bruce's eyes widened. Janick's ordinarily pale face was flushed and damp with perspiration and his eyes were 
dulled. He clutched the spare blanket around his shoulders as though he was cold but Bruce could see he was 


fully dressed. 


"My God, man, you look terrible!” Bruce blurted, then quickly apologized. "Sorry, that was rude. But are you all 
right?" 


Jan's thin lips twitched with humor but when he spoke his voice sounded hoarse to Bruce's ears. "No, | expect | 


do look terrible. | feel terrible." 


Janick stood back to allow Bruce to enter the room and it was obvious that Jan had been lying in bed, there 
was a cocoon there of every blanket in the room even though the room wasn't at all cold Bruce entered, 


stopping just inside the door. 


"I think hiking in the rain has made you sick, mate. | came up to invite you to join me for supper and now I'm 


going to insist on it. If you're sick you need to eat to keep your strength up." 


Janick covered a cough and dropped the blanket he's had wrapped around himself wrapped in on the bed. "| was 
going to walk into town to look for a pub and get a bite to eat tonight but | definitely don't feel up to doing 
that now. | don't feel much like eating at all, to be perfectly honest" 


"Come down anyway, you need to at least try to eat something. If nothing else, | can heat up some broth for 


you." 


Jan tried to smile. "Thank you, Bruce. That's very kind of you." 


He followed Bruce down and took the same chair where he had been sitting that morning, but when Bruce 
served up the food Jan merely picked at it. Sensing his companion was in no mood for conversation, Bruce 
spoke only to urge him to eat. Finally Jan managed to eat a bowl of steamed vegetables and drink some hot tea 


and sat back in his seat, seemingly exhausted by the effort. 


"| was a bloody idiot to keep walking after the wind got colder." Janick said in a low monotone. "I shouldn't have 


gone out at all today, | suppose." 


"No, apparently you shouldn't have." Bruce agreed with a smile, but inwardly he felt some concern. "There's a 


doctor in Stanhope. | can drive you in to see him in the morning.” 
"No, no. There's no need for that. | just need a good night's sleep. | should be fine in the morning." 


Bruce had his doubts. He had seen his share of illnesses among the troops he'd served with and it had been 
his experience that Jan was still in the early stages of whatever he was suffering from. He didn't say that 


aloud, however, no need to sound pessimistic. After all, it was possible it was just a passing thing and Jan would 
be right as rain the next morning. Bruce sent his guest up to bed with two bottles of water and instructions 
to tell him if he changed his mind about going to the doctor. 


Chapter Four 


Chapter Four 


It was bright the next morning, the sun making an attempt to dry the drenched landscape outside as Bruce 
dressed. Janick didn't show at the appointed breakfast time and Bruce felt a twinge of worry. Still, he waited 
for half an hour before going up to knock on the guest room door. The worry solidified into a hard knot when 
there was no answer and before he could second guess his decision Bruce tried the door. As he suspected, it 


was unlocked and he opened it slowly. 


The room was lit only by the sunlight filtering through the curtains and Bruce could make out a bundle lying 
on the bed. ‘Oh, shit! he thought. He was struck with a fear of what he would find but he crept around the 
bed anyway, then breathed a sigh. Janick lay sleeping, his hair damp with sweat, beads of perspiration on his 
brow, buried beneath every blanket from the other bed in addition to those from his own Bruce took a deep 
breath, wondering why he felt so overwhelmingly relieved that his guest was simply asleep. A dozen frightening 
scenes had played out in his mind during the few seconds it had taken him to walk from the door to the bed. 
He knew it was foolish but he had been deathly afraid that the still form beneath the mountain of covers 


wasn't breathing. Janick was sick, obviously with a fever, but very much alive. 


Still, he hesitantly reached out and touched his fingertips to Jan's forehead, brushing aside the sweat 
dampened blonde hair. The skin was burning hot and clammy and Bruce withdrew his hand, unsure what to do. 
If this was a man under his command he would have ordered him to the infirmary but he couldn't order a 
civilian to seek medical attention. Moved by an impulse he didn't quite understand, Bruce reached out again and 


laid his palm on the pale forehead. 
Jan suddenly opened his eyes with a start. "Mmm..wha.?" he mumbled, his eyes blurred with sleep and illness. 


"Shh," Bruce calmed him as best he could. "I'm sorry | came into your room without permission but | was 


worried about you." To his own ears his voice sounded unusually gentle. 


"Oh, right." Jan was more awake now and was attempting to struggle to a sitting position. "I'm supposed to 
check out this morning. ‘m sorry, just give me a couple of minutes.." He fell back to the pillow then tried to sit 


again, but Bruce put a firm hand on his shoulder. 


"You're in no shape to go anywhere, mate. You're running a temperature and too weak to even sit up. | don't 


have any guests coming for three more days, you can stay as long as you like." 
Gray eyes looked up at Bruce as his words sank in. "I feel like shite." Janick finally said, his voice strained. 
"I know, | know you do." Bruce was straightening the bedclothes and smoothing them around Jan, trying to 


ignore the thought in the back of his mind of how he could feel the slim form through the blankets as he 
tucked him in He mentally cursed himself - this was not the time for thoughts like that! 


‘lm going to go and get you some water and maybe some soup so you don't get dehydrated. Lie back and rest, 
I'll be back in a few minutes." 


Bruce left the door open as he left the room, he wanted to be able to hear if Jan were to call for him, and 
hurried down to grab some bottled water and heat up a can of soup. He was terribly worried about his quest, 
aman he was starting to think of as a friend, and he resolved to try again to talk Jan into going to the see 
the local physician. When he returned to the guest room he found Jan lying quietly, his eyes closed, and at 
first he thought he'd fallen back asleep. He opened his eyes though as Bruce lay the tray on a nearby table. 
"Bruce?" 

Bruce smiled, pleased in spite of the circumstances that Jan remembered his name. "Yeah?" 


"You don't have to wait on me. If | was in a hotel, nobody would be waiting on me." 


"Good thing you aren't in a hotel then, isn’t it? As long as you're staying here l'm going to try to take care of 
you." 


"Why?" 
Jan's simple question made Bruce struggle for a reply. "| want you to feel better. | like you, Janick" He knew 
that sounded silly but it was the truth. He did like the blonde, he liked him better than he'd liked anyone in 


more years than he could remember. 


Jan was looking at him, a little confused from the fever. "I like you too." he said after a few seconds. He tried 
to sit up again, reaching toward the nightstand. 


"What do you need? Lay back down, I'll get it for you." 

"My..my wallet. | need to pay you for another night.” 

Once again Bruce put his hand on his shoulder, pushing him gently back down. "Don't worry about that right 
now, and stop trying to get up." He straightened the bedclothes again and put another pillow beneath Jan to get 
him in a more upright position, handing him a bottle of water. Jan was wearing a sleeveless muscle shirt and 
when the blanket fell down his pale shoulders were exposed. Bruce had to make a conscious effort to look away 


and not wonder if the creamy skin was as soft as it looked. "Can you eat anything? | brought some soup." 


Jan smiled again, "I'll try. Thanks again, Bruce." 


"Shut up and eat" Bruce smiled, spooning out some soup and raising to Jan's lips. 


Jan laughed a little, ending with a cough "| can feed myself, you know!" He took the spoon and Bruce busied 


himself bringing fresh towels and emptying the waste paper baskets while he obligingly ate several spoonfuls. 
With a tired sigh, Jan put the spoon down and lay back against the pillow. Bruce came back in the room just 
then and moved the tray from Jan's lap back to the table, looking down at the exhausted blonde. 


Jan opened his eyes again. "I'm sorry," he said quietly. "I'm being a pain in the arse." 


Its not your fault you're sick" Bruce said simply, then without intending to he added. "And with you here it 


isn't so lonely." 


Jan's eyes had been drifting closed but they opened again upon hearing that. "You run a guest house, how can 
you be lonely?" 


Bruce just shrugged. "| was constantly surrounded by people in the army. There are people here all season but 


they come and go, they never really get to know me." 


Jan's eyes were closed again and his voice slurred as he spoke. "I'd like to get to know you..." he let the 
sentence fade and within seconds he was asleep. Bruce stood watching him for a minute, wondering if Jan had 
meant that or if he had been half asleep and semi delirious. He wanted to believe he had meant it, because he 
very much wanted to get to know Jan as well. Beyond the undeniable physical attraction he felt for the man 
Bruce also found him to be bright and engaging the few times they had talked at length and there was an 
straightforward honesty about him. He was unlike anyone Bruce had ever known. He reluctantly left the room, 


knowing Jan needed to rest but again he left the door ajar. 


A couple of hours later Bruce was cleaning the ashes from the hearth and thinking about what he could make 
for lunch that Jan might feel up to eating when he was startled by a loud thump from upstairs. Before his 
mind had fully registered it he was bounding up the stairs and into Jan's room. He found the blond on the floor 
by the bed just dragging himself into a sitting position. He gave him his arm. 


"What on earth are you doing?" 

Jan gave a sheepish chuckle. "I was getting up to go to the bathroom but | got dizzy." 

"Naturally you got dizzy, you're burning up with fever." He helped Jan to his feet and didn’t let go, instead 
letting him lean on him as they walked go the ensuite bathroom. At the door, though, Jan steadied himself by 
grabbing the door frame. 

"lm okay, thanks. You can go back to what you were doing." 

"The hell | will, I'm going to see that you get back in bed okay." Bruce felt a little weird waiting for Jan to finish 
in the bathroom but a few minutes later his guest emerged. It looked as though he'd splashed water on his 


face while in there as well as tried to run a comb through his hair. Bruce immediately steadied him with an 


arm around his shoulder. "Listen, | think you should see the doctor. | can drive you in right now.." 


Jan was already shaking his head, then he put his hand to his forehead as if the motion had made him dizzy 
again. "No. Thanks for the offer but I'd rather not" They reached the bed and he sank down on it, sitting on 
the edge. Without asking, Bruce seized his feet and swung them into the bed. 

"Well, it's up to you but if you aren't feeling better by tomorrow I'm taking you in whether you like it or not" 


To Bruce's surprise Jan actually smiled at his threat. "You're used to having people do as you say, arent you?" 


Bruce had to laugh. "Yeah, | suppose | am. | was an officer for over ten years, the soldiers under me had to do 


what | said." 


Jan lay back against the pillow, and Bruce made him lean forward again so he could fluff it. When he lay back 


down, Jan was still smiling. 

"What's so funny?" Bruce wondered, but he wasn't being harsh. 

| haven't had anyone take care of me since | was a kid. | think | kind of like it" 

"And | think you're delirious. I'm going to bring you some lunch. Do you think you could eat a sandwich." 

Jan made a face. "Actually, the idea of eating anything makes me kind of nauseous." 

"Well, too bad. You have to eat something. I'll make more soup then, okay." 

Jan made a weak mock salute. "Yes, sir!" 

Laughing to himself, Bruce went downstairs to make the soup. Once in the kitchen, though, Bruce tried to rein 
in his thoughts. He fancied he could still feel Jan's slim, solid form against him from when he had helped him to 
the bed. He was acutely conscious that Jan was wearing only a muscle shirt and fleece athletic pants to sleep 
in. When he returned upstairs he not only had a tray with soup and tea but a thermometer he'd found in a 


first aid kit under the sink. 


Jan was looking out the window across from his bed, his face tired and still flushed with heat. Laying the tray 


down, Bruce shook out the thermometer and told Jan to open up. 


Jan laughed, then coughed and Bruce took the opportunity to thrust the instrument under his tongue. "Now 
hold still for a minute, | want to see how hot you are." ‘What a choice of words’, Bruce thought to himself, 
since Jan was very hot in every sense of the word. After what he estimated was 60 seconds he removed the 
thermometer and held it up to the light. He let out a low whistle. "Just over IOI. You're a sick man" 


"I've been told that before." Jan said with a wry smile, and Bruce gave him a quick look. He hadn't sounded like 
he was kidding. He didn't comment on it though and put the tray in Jan's lap, staying to be sure he at least 


tried to eat and that he drank enough tea to stave off dehydration. After finishing half the soup Jan lay back. 
"That's all | can handle, Bruce. I'm sorry." 


"You have to stop apologizing for being sick" Bruce grumbled as he removed the tray. He started to pick up 


the tray and leave Jan to rest when Jan reached out, his fingertips touching Bruce's wrist. 


"Can you stay?" He seemed embarrassed by the request but went on to explain. "My head is pounding and the 
room spinning. | feel like I'm floating, plus my throat is sore. |. know you probably have work to do but | don't 
want to just lie here being miserable alone." 


Bruce grinned, "Misery loves company, eh? | don't have anything pressing to do, but you should really be 


resting.” 


"Ile been resting all day, I'm tired of just lying here. Talk to me, Bruce. Tell me about some of the places 
you've been in the army." 


Bruce could tell that his companion was a little out of it, with a fever of IOI he wasn't fully lucid and he was 
drifting in and out of slumber. Nevertheless Bruce complied, a bit haltingly at first, just listing the places in 
the middle east he'd been stationed. After a few minutes, though, he found himself going into more detail and 
after a half hour he was talking freely about even the more personal aspects of his military career. About 
how difficult he had found it when he first joined up, about the adjustments he had to make and how he had 


eventually built a sort of wall around his emotions. 


| couldn't form any close friendships, | was afraid that if | did | would lose them, they would either get hurt 
or killed or simply serve out their time and go home. It would be too much like.." he broke off then and the 
room was quiet. He hoped Jan had fallen asleep but after a minute he heard the soft voice from the bed. 


"Too much like what?" The query wasn't prying or demanding, there was real concern in Jan's tone. 


Bruce had been gazing out the window but he turned his head back to face Jan. "Too much like my childhood" 
he finished quietly. "My parents weren't married and neither of them felt they could take care of me. | was 
raised by grandparents and aunts and uncles, all of whom eventually shuffled me off someplace else. | joined 
the army in the first place because | wanted to feel like | belonged to something." He didn't know why he was 
talking about these things, he had never opened up like this to anyone before but something about Janick's 
steady, understanding gaze made him feel comfortable enough to speak freely. It was cathartic, he felt a sense 


of relief even though he hadn't even been conscious that he was bottling things up all those years. 
Bruce stopped speaking and looked out the window, reflecting. He felt oddly mellow, very much at ease with 
Janick and he looked back to the bed to meet those placid gray eyes. "You've been letting me talk on about 


myself so now your head must hurt even worse than it did" he smiled. 


Jan smiled. "No, but it doesn't feel any better either." his gaze shifted to look out the window at the bright, 


clear sunshine. "We finally have a beautiful day and | can't go out and enjoy it, but sitting here talking with you 
is just as good" 


"Really?" Bruce wasn't exaggerating his surprise. 
"Yes, really. Maybe its the fever talking but | feel like we've known each other all our lives." 


"| feel that too." Bruce knew he should find that strange but, oddly enough, he didn't. Jan was pushing down the 
covers and attempting to get up and wordlessly Bruce sat on the bed next to him to help him sit upright. He 
could still feel unnatural heat radiating from Jan's body . "Going to the bathroom?" 


Jan nodded, "And fast, l'm afraid." 


Bruce supported him as he rose to his feet and they quickly went to the bathroom. Bruce stayed outside and 
as soon as the door was closed behind Jan he heard the unmistakable sounds of him being sick Without 
thinking he opened the door and knelt next to Jan on the tiles, sweeping back the long blonde hair as Jan 
heaved. After a couple of minutes Jan sat back on his heels and looked tiredly at Bruce. 


"| didn't want you to have to witness that." he said, his voice still low and rough. 


Bruce stood quickly and filled one of the plastic cups on the counter with tap water, offering it to Jan "Ive 
seen plenty of sick people, don't worry about that. But I'm worried about you. I'm starting to suspect that this 
may be some type of flu.” 


"| don't know." Jan tried to get to his feet but a wave of dizziness seemed to hit him and he swayed against 


Bruce. "Whatever it is, it isn't fun. 1.1 think maybe | should go to see that doctor you mentioned." 


Bruce supported Jan with an arm around his waist as they walked back to the bed and once Jan was safely 
lying down again Bruce used the phone in the room to call the local practitioner's office. After a few minutes 


of quiet conversation he hung up with a grim look 

"The doctor's not in the office this afternoon, he was called away to an emergency. There was a traffic 
accident, apparently. The closest other doctors are in Durham, but I'd be happy to drive you there. It's only 
about forty minutes." 


Jan was already carefully shaking his head no. "No, no. I'll wait until tomorrow if it's all right with you. The 


very thought of riding in a car for forty minutes is making me nauseous again" 


Bruce could understand that but he was still concerned. "| can call an ambulance." Even as he said it he knew 


Jan would refuse, and he did. 


"No, that would be ridiculous, | can wait. Hey, Bruce?" 


Bruce sat on the edge of the bed. Yeah?" 
Jan reached out and covered Bruce's hand with his own. "Thanks. For everything." 


The heat of Jan's hand on his was more than just fever, Bruce knew, and part of him wanted to move away, 
to hide from the sudden onset of emotion he was experiencing. Instead he closed his other hand over Jan's. 
"Get some rest, Jan" It was the first time he used the more familiar form on Janick's name but it came so 
naturally he didn't even notice it. "Ill bring you up some food in a couple of hours." Bruce stood but at the 
door he looked back and shook a finger at his charge. "And don't even think of trying to get out of bed by 


yourself. Call me, I'll hear you." 


Chapter Five 


Chapter Five 

Though Bruce stayed within earshot all afternoon, he heard nothing from Jan's room and when he went up 
before starting dinner he found the blonde sleeping, though fitfully. He muttered in his sleep and moved 
restlessly, and when Bruce carefully laid his hand on his forehead he found he was still hot, though perhaps a 
bit less so than earlier. He was trying to be quiet but apparently not quiet enough. 


"Bruce?" Jan didn't open his eyes and his voice was still thick with sleep. 


"lim here." Bruce had never imagined his voice could sound so gentle but he didn't even have to think about it, 
it just came out that way. 


The gray eyes opened then and Jan sat up, leaning against the headboard. "The room isn't spinning anymore.” He 
said that as though it was surprising. 


Bruce laughed a little. "Good! It isn't supposed to be. You don't feel as hot as you were earlier either. | think 
you're on the mend, mate." 


"I hope so. | was planning on wrapping up this little holiday and making my way down to London by now." 
Bruce felt a sharp pang of disappointment. "London?" he managed to ask. 

"Yeah, | have to find another band and I've got a few contacts down there." 

"Have you always been a musician?" Bruce found himself wanting to know more about this man. 

"More or less. | worked some menial jobs to make ends meet but playing music is all I've ever really cared 
about. My parents think I'm getting too old for living like a gypsy, they want me to settle down and get 
married but..." he trailed off. 

"But what?" Bruce knew he sounded nosy but he couldn't help it. 

"lim not interested in that, | guess. | never have been. | suppose that sounds kind of weird." 

"Why should it? I'm probably the same age as you and I'm not interested in finding a girl to marry either." 


"Yeah, | was kind of wondering about that. You could have your pick of women, you're an attractive man" 


Bruce felt himself flush, something he rarely did, and he felt so at ease with Jan he spoke without thinking. "It 
would be tricky to find a woman to deal with the fact that I'm bisexual" Too late, he realized what he'd 


revealed, He had never openly admitted that to anyone before, but there was something about Jan that made 
him let his guard down. He was sitting in the chair by the bed and was looking out the window, afraid that if 


he looked at Jan he would see judgement and condemnation there. 


"Some people wouldn't have a problem with that." The voice was soft and there was something new in it 


something Bruce couldn't identify. 


Bruce did look at Jan then and found nothing different in his face. He felt at a loss for words for some reason 


and quickly changed the subject. 


"So do you think you can eat something more substantial than soup now? I'm going to put together some 


dinner in a few minutes, | just came up to check on you first.” 


Jan was still looking at him intently, so intently he didn't reply right away. "Yeah, | think | could. But | can come 


downstairs for dinner, you don't have to keep waiting on me." 
"Have you tried walking? Your dizziness may come back." 


"Not yet" Jan threw the covers back and swung his legs over the side of the bed, standing up slowly. He 
immediately sat back down again. "Well, okay, | guess l'm not ready to come downstairs yet." he laughed a little, 
putting his hand to his forehead. He stood slowly again and Bruce came around the bed, putting his arm around 
his waist to steady him, pushing aside the awareness of how attractive he found the blonde to be. 


‘lm okay," Jan said quickly. "I'm just going to the bathroom." 
"You'll fall on your arse," Bruce warned him, reluctantly removing his arm. 


"l'Il be okay." Jan repeated and Bruce stepped back, watching Jan walk the few feet to the bathroom. He moved 
carefully and a bit unsteadily but he made it. Once the door was closed behind him, Bruce set to work changing 
the sweat dampened bedsheets. He had just returned to the room with clean sheets when, to his consternation, 


he heard the shower start. 


Grumbling about stubborn, headstrong blondes Bruce went over and tapped on the bathroom door. "Janick? | 
hope you aren't thinking of taking a shower." 


"l'Il be okay," came the faint answer through the door and Bruce sighed. He listened closely as he made up the 
bed but heard nothing alarming. In fact, he heard nothing at all aside from the water and after a few minutes 


he found this alarming in of itself. He tapped on the door again. "Janick? Are you okay?" 


There was no reply. Bruce hesitated for only a second before he turned the knob and peeked inside. The room 
had only a shower stall and Bruce could see the slender, pale form of Janick through the frosted glass shower 
door. "Are you okay?" he asked again. 


"Yeah." Jan answered but his voice was low and Bruce could see he wasn't moving. 
"Are you sure?" 

"I just have to stand still a moment until my head stops spinning.” 

"I hope you know you're in no condition to be taking a shower. You could fall in there." 


| won't fall." Bruce saw slight movement through the glass now but even as he watched he saw the figure 
inside sway and lean heavily against the tile wall. Without giving it a second thought he opened the shower door. 
Jan was leaning facing the wall, his forehead resting on his forearm. Bruce studiously avoided looking at Jan's 


nudity and reached in, turning the water off. 


"You need a keeper, Janick Gers," he muttered. "Walking around in the rain getting sick, trying to take a shower 
when you're too dizzy to even walk straight..." He tried to avert his eyes from the pale body but out of the 
corner of his eye the sight of Jan burned itself into his brain. He was virtually hairless, his skin like fresh 
cream, lean muscles tapering down to an absolutely perfect ass. Bruce reined in his thoughts guiltily. What was 
wrong with him, lusting over a sick man? He averted his eyes when Jan stepped away from the wall and 
grabbed a towel from the rack, handing it blindly to his quest. He felt Jan take it and when he looked he saw 
he had wrapped it around his slim hips. His chest was still bare and when he leaned against Bruce, he had no 
choice but to help him back to the bed. Before letting him climb beneath the covers, though, Bruce took a 
second towel and dried his wet back and dripping hair. He hurried, wanting to avoid touching Jan any more than 
necessary out of fear that if he continued physical contact he would surely become aroused in spite of 


himself. 


"Okay," Jan was back in bed now and Bruce was trying very hard to think about anything except the knowledge 


the other man was nude beneath the covers, "now tell me just what you thought you were doing? " 


Jan smiled wearily. "I thought | was well enough. Okay, so | was wrong. I'm getting damned tired of being 


helpless, Bruce." 


Bruce felt himself smiling. "| understand that, but you have to let yourself fully recover. Maybe tomorrow you 


can take a shower." 

| hope that tomorrow | can get out from under your feet. | never intended to stay here this long." 
"I'm not letting you leave until your one hundred percent healthy." 

"Oh, you're not?" Jan smiled, "What will you do, physically restrain me?" 

‘Maybe. Are you going to behave yourself now so | can fix us a bite to eat?" 


"| won't move from this bed, | promise.” Jan was still smiling as Bruce left the room. 


True to his word, Jan didn't get out of bed but he did manage to reach his guitar which he'd left leaning 
against the wall and was strumming it when Bruce came upstairs a half hour later with a tray. He brought his 
own meal up to eat with Jan but upon seeing the blonde playing his guitar he paused in the doorway. Jan sat 
upright, the blankets off his bare shoulders, and he played with his eyes closed, his fingers dancing across the 
strings. Though a rock guitarist, he was playing a beautiful intricate melody that Bruce didn't recognize. Bruce 
was mesmerized by both the music and the sight of Jan and he didn't move until the song was over. 


"That was beautiful, Janick." 
Jan opened his eyes and looked a little embarrassed. "Sorry, | didn't know you were there." 


Bruce came in and laid the tray on the foot of the bed. "Don't apologize, | could listen to you all night." That 
sounded a little awkward, he knew, but he had already said far more awkward things to Jan. He was trying not 
to look at the bare shoulders and was glad when Jan drew the blankets up higher around him before taking the 
plate Bruce offered. Bruce had fixed a simple meal of ham and cheese sandwiches, doubting if Jan could even 
eat much of that. He pulled the chair closer to the bed and took his own plate, glad to see Jan was at least 
nibbling at his meal. They sat in a comfortable silence for a few minutes then Jan put down the half-eaten 
sandwich. 


"The food is really good, I'll have some more as soon as l'm sure itll stay down" He gave a rueful smile. 
Bruce laughed in understanding. After a few minutes Janick ate some more and by the time Bruce had finished 
his dinner he was pleased to see that his guest had actually eaten quite a bit of his own "I really think you're 


on the mend, Janick Maybe the dizziness will be better by tomorrow." 


"I certainly hope so! | should have gone to my parents when | first started feeling ill, they only live about an 


hour and a half from here." 


"No, you're doing everything for me than anyone could possibly do, Bruce. I'm very grateful." 
Bruce looked up from gathering the dishes and saw genuine gratitude in Jan's clear gray eyes. Gratitude and a 
strange warm expression, a look that Bruce felt he could drown in. He looked away quickly. "lll take care of 


these dishes now." 


"Can you come back up and keep me company afterwards? I'd come downstairs but | would probably end up 


falling and breaking a leg." 


Bruce smiled. "Yeah, I'll come back up on one condition That you'll play guitar for me for a bit” 


Jan grinned "It's a deall" 


Chapter Six 


Chapter Six 


Bruce went downstairs trying to think of anything other than the glimpse he had of Jan naked. God, what a 
perfect body! Even now as he pictured it in his mind he felt himself stir. He had come to terms with his 
attraction to men while still in school and had even experimented a couple of times with an equally curious 
classmate but that had been twenty years ago. Rigid mental discipline had kept his urges at bay during his 
army career and he felt he had successfully vanquished them until Jan had appeared at his door. He had never 
felt a stronger attraction to any one in his life, and it wasn't merely physical. Jan's quiet voice, his humor, his 
intelligence all played a part and even though part of him dreaded going back upstairs to where he knew Jan 


was nude in the bed, a bigger part of him looked anxiously forward to spending more time with the blonde. 


Bruce returned upstairs after an hour or so to find Jan once again playing guitar. Jan then played some for 
him and Bruce learned that most of the music he'd been playing was the acoustic version of music he had 
written himself for the band he'd last been in. Once Bruce understood it had been written for an electric guitar 
in a hard rock genre he looked at it differently. Closing his eyes he could imagine Janick onstage playing, dancing, 
posturing, and he found himself wishing he could see that for real. 


When Janick put the guitar down to take a sip of water, Bruce asked what had been on his mind. "It's a shame 


you have to go to London to find a new band to play with, Janick. Aren't there any bands in this area?" 
"None that need a guitarist, apparently. I've been reading the trade journals every day, or was until | went on 
this hiking holiday, and I've been to a couple of auditions but nothing's come of it. I've got a bit of money put 


aside but eventually I'll have to find work." 


"If you go to London I'll never get to see you play onstage." Bruce groused, but to his surprise Janick didn't 


return his teasing smile. 


"You would want to come to see me play, Bruce?" 


lose touch with you" 
Jan was looking at him, his gaze clear and steady. "I wouldn't want to lose touch either. We're mates, right?" 
"Yeah, we are. Even though you've been sick I'm glad you came here 

"| think Im feeling a lot better now. In fact, Im going to try to walk to the bathroom without falling down!" Jan 


flung off the covers before Bruce could avert his eyes and got an unobstructed look at Jan's lean body 


completely devoid of clothes. He suppressed a gasp and looked away. 


"Bruce," Jan laughed quietly, "why do you always act so awkward when l'm naked? You've been in the army, 
you have to have seen hundreds of naked men!" Even as he was speaking Jan was digging into the backpack on 
the floor beside the bed for some clean clothes. 


reflection in the window as the blonde pulled a sleeveless tee over his head and slipped on a pair of elastic- 


waisted lounging pants. He saw Jan pause at his words and look at him. 
"Different? Why?" 


Bruce gave a noncommittal half shrug, not having a ready answer to that question In the window he saw Jan 
take a few tentative steps, apparently no longer dizzy. Instead of going to the bathroom, though, Jan came 
around and sat on the edge of the bed next to Bruce's chair. He put a hand on Bruce shoulder and Bruce 
reluctantly turned to face him. "Bruce? | want to know why it's different.” 


Bruce had always been a bluntly honest man and this finally came through. "Because | find you incredibly 
attractive, Janick. You're here as my guest and you've been ill so the way I've been catching myself thinking 
about you is completely inappropriate." 


Jan's gaze never wavered. "What way is that?" he asked softly, 


Bruce ran his hand through his lanky brown hair. "Don't make me talk about this, Jan, okay? We've just 
established that we're friends and | dont want to ruin that." 


"You won't ruin it. Not if what | suspect is true." 
Bruce widened his eyes with curiosity. "What do you suspect?" 


It was Jan's turn to be a little ill at ease but still his eyes never left Bruce's. "That you may be thinking of me 


as more than a friend." 
Bruce couldn't hide his astonishment. "Have | really been that transparent?!" 


Jan smiled a gentle smile. "No, not really. | wouldn't have suspected that except,...well, I've been thinking the 


same thing." 


"But you're not... 
"Gay? No, I'm not, but you told me that you're bi so you're not gay either, right?" 
"No, | don't consider myself gay. | consider myself bi but I've been with a more women than men. Actually,” he 


said with a somewhat sheepish laugh, "I've never done more with a man than kiss." He had never admitted that 


before but when he left the army he made himself a promise to be more honest about his sexuality. There 


was no longer any reason to be secretive. 


Though Jan was no longer flushed with fever he colored a bit then "l.l was kind of wondering what it would be 


like." He gave a smile. "Or maybe | was just delirious!" 


"You aren't delirious now." Bruce reminded him. He moved from the chair to sit on the bed next to Jan. 


"How could you tell I'm attracted to you, Janick? What gave me away?" Bruce was genuinely curious. 

‘lm not sure. Maybe it was just intuition 

"Then your intuition is spot on!" Bruce grinned, then seemingly unable to stop himself he leaned forward and 
softly touched his lips to Jan's. He felt a slight hesitation then the soft lips molded to his own, returning the 
pressure. Bruce reluctantly broke the kiss, only too conscious he was becoming aroused. 

"Now you're probably going to catch whatever | have." Janick smiled apologetically. 

"It would be worth it" Bruce smiled, unable to stop himself from touching Jan's face, fascinated by the 


softness of his skin even though Jan hadn't shaved in two days. His hand drifted up to Jan's long blonde hair, 
his fingers combing through it. "Feels like silk" he said half under his breath. 


"Yeah?" They were still mere inches apart. 
"Can | kiss you again?" 
Jan smiled and his gray eyes darkened with something Bruce couldn't read. "| was hoping you would." 


This time Bruce cradled Jan's face and brought their lips together slowly, feeling the pressure as Jan returned 
the kiss. He then deepened the kiss, putting his other arm around Jan's shoulder to pull him closer and he 
heard Jan sigh, a sigh that was almost a moan against his lips. Bruce was aroused now, he couldn't help it. The 
feeling of Jan so close to him, the taste of him and the way his hair fell across Bruce's hand were combining 


into sensations that made Bruce's mind reel. He didn't want Jan to know how excited he was becoming, he didn't 


want to rush him or alarm him so he drew away again 


Jan's hands were on Bruce's shoulders and he kept them there even after the kiss ended. "When | was 


imagining what it would feel like to kiss you | never imagined it would feel like that! Can | ask you something?" 
"Anything." 


"You said all you've ever done with a man is kiss, and now I've kissed a man too. Have you ever thought about 


doing, you know..other things?" 
Bruce laughed softly in spite of himself. "I'm thinking that right now!" 


Jan's eyes flicked briefly to Bruce's lap and Bruce knew his excitement was plain to see. "Yeah," Jan breathed, 


"so am |." 


Bruce felt like he was in a freefall, so many ideas and visions flooded his mind instantly at Jan's words. He was 


speechless, then Jan spoke gain. "Only, well, | need a shower." 


"| could, um, help you shower." Bruce suggested, surprising himself with his boldness. "You know, in case you 


get dizzy again" 
Jan giggled a little, "Yeah, that's why! But," he was suddenly serious again, "I think I'd like that." 


Oh, God! Bruce thought to himself. Could this really happen? Jan was serious, he could see that, so he took one 
of the slender, calloused hands in his. They stood and walked to the bathroom in silence, both nervous but so 


excited by what they were doing that they didn't hesitate. They left the bathroom door open and Jan started 
to peel off the shirt he had put on no more than ten minutes before, but Bruce stopped him. 


"Let me, please." he asked quietly. He wanted to draw this out and savor it, he wanted to enjoy every inch of 
Jan's body as it was revealed. He kissed the blonde again, the kiss still gentle but with an undeniable 

undercurrent of sexual promise, and he slipped his fingers under the hem of Jan's tee shirt. The skin of Jan's 
stomach was warm beneath his fingers but it wasn't the unnatural heat of fever now, it was the warmth of 


natural human flesh and the skin was as soft as velvet stretched across his taut muscles. 


Bruce's kisses moved to Jan's neck and shoulder now and he felt the other man's kisses on his own neck. He 
lifted the shirt slowly over Jan's head, kissing the bared shoulders, not caring that the skin tasted of 
perspiration. When he slid his palms up Jan's chest he heard a moan, more distinct this time, and on a hunch 
he slid his hands again over the hard pink nipples. Jan liked that, it was obvious. Not only did his breath catch 
he unconsciously moved his body, jerking his hips ever so slightly, not even aware that he was doing it. 


Bruce was ignoring his own rising desire but Jan wasn't. His hands slipped under Bruce's shirt and across the 


muscles of his back, tugging on the shirt. Bruce took the hint and pulled his shirt off, watching as Jan's eyes 


widened. 


"God, you're so hairy!" Jan gasped, his fingers immediately running through the straight brown hair of Bruce's 
chest. "It's really sexy!" Jan's words were mere murmurs but the words combined with the feeling of Jan's 


busy fingers on him made Bruce let out a low moan. He had to regain control, he knew. 


| want to just wash you, okay?" he asked Jan. "I don't want us to..to do anything in the shower where it'll be 
cramped and uncomfortable. If we do anything, it should be in a bed And if we don't, that's all right too." He 
raised his eyes to Jan's, it was suddenly important that Jan knew this. "We don't have to do anything more 
than kiss, you know." 


Jan was apparently having the same struggle as Bruce to slow down before he got too carried away and he 


took a deep breath. "I know. | know you're not pressuring me. Lets just shower for now, okay?" 


"Okay." Bruce smiled He unbuttoned then unzipped his jeans, he was so hard that the tight pants had been 
almost strangling him, then kicked off his shoes and slid the jeans down. When he looked up he saw that Jan 
was just in the act of slipping his loose lounge pants down over his hips. Bruce watched in fascination as the 
smooth pale skin was revealed. When Jan stood upright Bruce found himself short of breath. Jan was every bit 


as aroused as he was. 


Snapping out of his trance, Bruce reached in the stall and turned the shower on, adjusting the temperature. He 
turned to Jan and gestured for him to step in He did, a little nervously it seemed, and Bruce followed. The stall 
was large enough for them both but they had to stand very close. Taking the liquid body soap, Bruce poured a 
generous amount oh his hands then proceeded to spread the lather across Jan's shoulders and chest. The soap 
was Jan's, left there from his shower the first night of his arrival and it smelled of almonds and clover. A 
matching bottle of shampoo was on the shelf as well and Jan leaned his head back under the water flow to 


wet his hair. He swayed a little, putting his hand out to Bruce to steady himself. 
"Dizzy?" Bruce asked, glad for conversation to focus on. 
"Just a bit, | leaned back too fast." 


"Stand still, then. Let me do this." He continued to lather Jan's body but as yet he didn't go below the waist. He 
knew he had to, though, and stepped closer to the blonde so they were almost chest to chest. Bruce was very 
conscious of the fact that their erections were mere inches from each other and he was careful not to step 
any closer, reaching his soapy hands around Jan and sliding them across his buttocks. Jan closed his eyes, 
relaxing into Bruce's touch. Encouraged, Bruce knelt behind Jan and soaped his legs, as high on the thigh as he 
dared. He couldn't keep his eyes off from the perfect mounds of Jan's ass, he found himself massaging and 
kneading the soap into them more than was necessary. Jan's eyes were still closed and he was smiling when 
Bruce stood back up. 


"Do you want to do your hair yourself?" 


"Wash it for me Bruce, please?" Jan looked almost as if he thought Bruce might refuse. No chance of that, 
thought Bruce. 


To do that Bruce had to stand close behind Jan's back and he felt awkward about it. He got immersed in his 
task though, working the fragrant shampoo through Jan's hair, and unconsciously stepped forward to reach 
better. Then he froze. His erection was still as rampant as ever and he had just brushed right against Jan's 
ass. Jan felt it too, he could tell. Then Jan deliberately leaned back into him, the slippery skin of his buttocks 


pressing against Bruce. 


"Ohh..." Bruce almost whined, momentarily afraid he was going to climax right then and there from the 


sensation. Jan turned to face him and let the water rinse through his hair, then his eyes met Bruce's. 


"I think..| think | want to go to bed now. With you." He added, clarifying his intent. Bruce nodded, having lost the 
power of speech, and reached around to switch off the water. Doing so brought him very close to Jan and he 
couldn't resist a kiss, this time more intense and sexually charged than the sweet kisses they had exchanged 
earlier. Jan met it with equal fervor, his arms going tight around Bruce and pulling him close. Their groins 
touched and Bruce felt a shiver run through Jan. Wordlessly they stepped out and quickly dried, tossing the 


towels carelessly on the floor. There were more important things to think about. 


Chapter Seven 


Chapter Seven 


Eyes once again locked to each other, Bruce led Jan by the hand back into the room and they sat on the edge 
of the bed, immediately wrapped in a deep kiss that seemed to Bruce to reach his very soul. A fleeting 
thought crossed his mind that he was in love. Jan kissed him again and all thoughts were erased from his 


mind. 


Bruce wanted this to be special. This was already more than he had ever done with a man and he knew it was 
the same for Janick. He laid Jan back on the bed still wrapped in a kiss, leaning over him, moving the kisses 
from Jan's lips to his face, neck, and shoulders, loving open mouthed kisses, not biting or being rough but so 
fueled with passion that the two of them were breathless. Jan's hands were on Bruce's bare back, moving and 
stroking the skin, outlining the muscles, unable to be still as he submitted to Bruce's lovemaking. When the 
kisses reached Jan's chest Bruce lightly moved his mouth to one nipple, brushing his fingers across the other 
and thrilling to the reaction. Jan's body jerked uncontrollably at the first touch and he curled himself into 
Bruce's touch, his fingers digging into his upper arms. 


Bruce lingered a few moments but soon continued exploring the lean body beneath him, involuntarily pressing 
his own excitement against Jan's legs. Down across the quivering muscles of Jan's stomach, interspersing tiny 
licks with the kisses, Bruce reached the fine downy hair where the thighs met. Though he hadn't done anything 
like this before Bruce had fantasized about it, especially since Jan's arrival, and he didn't hesitate. At the first 


touch of his tongue on Jan's hardness Jan let out a small, sharp cry and jerked his hips. 


Bruce smiled and placed a palm flat on Jan’ stomach to still his movements somewhat and continued his 
ministrations. He found it less strange than he imagined, it was almost instinctual and after a minute he closed 


his lips around Jan. 
"No, no." Jan gasped. "Too much, | can't hold back if you do that!" 


"Don't hold back, let yourself enjoy this." Bruce muttered, sliding his palm down from the stomach to encircle 
Jan as the other hand gently closed over his testicles. He couldn't fully engulf Jan in his mouth but he went as 
far as he comfortably could, moving slowly up and down the length as he gently rolled his balls in his palm. 
Jan's hips moved uncontrollably now and his hands were in Bruce's hair. The sounds he was making turned 


Bruce on so much that he felt he might get off on that alone. 


"Bruce, Bruce.. " Jan breathed, his breath coming in short pants, "I'm „lim going to..." then his body stiffened 
and Bruce felt his mouth flood with hot thick liquid. Jan moaned long and low, his hips continuing to move 


erratically until he finally fell back. 


Bruce didn't immediately release him and when he did it was slowly, followed with light kisses to the still hard 
length. He moved up Jan's body to where the blonde lay limp, his drying hair spread across the bed, his lips 
parted and his eyes closed. Bruce felt momentary concern that this had been too exhausting for Jan so soon 


after his illness, then the gray eyes opened and looked up at him. Bruce felt transfixed by them. 


"Are you okay, mate?" He asked softly. 


to be so intense!" 
Bruce leaned to kiss him gently. "So you don't regret doing this?" 


"No! God, no. | wanted this since | arrived here, | felt drawn to you from that first night but then | got sick. 
What..what do you want me to do for you?" He sounded a little sheepish asking but he didn't break his gaze. 


"You don't have to do anything, it's okay." Bruce felt he was ready to burst without any help of any kind. 
"| want to, Bruce!" Jan's hand came up to touch Bruce's cheek. "I want you to feel good!" 
"| feel good right now!" Bruce smiled. 


Jan moved, rolling to the side and putting one arm around Bruce while the other hand slipped down his chest, 
brushing through the hair. His touch was light but firm, going ever lower until his fingers tangled in thicker, 
more wiry hair. Very gently, slowly, Bruce feels the long fingers close around him. he closed his eyes, focused 


completely on the sensation as Jan started to stroke him. 
"Do you think | could., maybe do what you did for me?" Jan asked a little hesitantly. 


‘Only if you want to" Bruce had to consciously focus on the words as the fingers kept moving on him. Jan 
kissed him then, continuing the kisses down Bruce's chest, fingers combing through the hair, even 
experimentally flicking his tongue across a nipple. Bruce understood instantly why that had such an effect on 
Jan when he did it, it seemed to be hardwired straight to his groin He almost held his breath as Jan made his 
way lower then he felt the tip of the blonde's tongue trace a thin line up his erection. He gasped out loud, he 
couldn't help it. Jan moaned in response and increased his efforts. Soon he felt velvety heat surrounding him 


and it was all he could do not to buck his hips. 


Jan's movements were uncertain at first but as he became more comfortable he let his tongue tease and 
swirl even as he continued moving Bruce in and out of his mouth. Before very long at all Bruce felt the 
unmistakable tension building somewhere deep inside him. He managed to gasp out a warning to Jan but Jan 
ignored it, even increasing the tightness of his lips, and Bruce felt his world explode. It seemed to go on and on 
and through it Jan continued drinking him down and even licking the last remnants of Bruce's pleasure. When at 


last Bruce lay back wilting on the bed he felt Jan kiss him repeatedly, kissing his way back up Bruce's body. 


"Was that okay?" he asked a little uncertainly. 


Bruce tried to chuckle. "That was the most exciting thing I've ever experienced!" He circled his arms around 
the blonde, holding him close, the scent of his hair in his nostrils. He pressed a kiss to the hair, then to Jan's 
forehead. Jan moved in close, laying his head on Bruce's shoulder with a contented sigh. Bruce felt something 
inside himself open up, he felt a giddiness and at the same time such a wave of tenderness overcame him for 
the slim body he held so close. He softly kissed Janick's forehead again, then again. He felt like he would never 
get tired of kissing this man, that he would never get enough. Oh yeah, he was in love, he admitted it to 
himself now. Until Jan arrived at his door he had never really been in love. He'd dated a couple of women for a 
few months at a time but when he got stationed elsewhere he never felt any real sense of loss. Now the idea 


of being apart from Jan filled him with a hollow dread. 


Bruce was starting to think Jan had dozed off when the long fingers started running through his chest hair 
again and he felt a soft kiss to the side of his neck. It was almost completely dark outside now and there were 
no lights on in the room but it didn't matter. 


Bruce felt his pulse quicken at the thought. "Sometimes | have, yeah." he admitted. "Have you?" 
"Not really, at least not until tonight. Do you think it would hurt to be on the..um, the receiving end?" 


"| don't know. It can't be too bad or nobody would do it, right? Supposedly there are areas there that are very 
sensitive to pleasure. Is that something you might be interested in trying?" 


"| don't know, maybe someday. " Jan snuggled even closer to Bruce. 


"You're feeling okay now?" Bruce was still a little concerned about their earlier amorous activities draining Jan's 


strength. 


Jan giggled softly. "I feel wonderfull" His hand was still combing idly across Bruce's chest. "I've never felt 
better. | think you've healed me." 


Bruce felt him smile against his neck, then another kiss was pressed to his skin and Jan's hand crept a bit 
lower. Being in the dark seemed to embolden Janick and his hand moved in little circles lower and lower down 
Bruce's stomach and even further until he brushed against Bruce's growing arousal. Bruce pulled the blonde 
into a lingering kiss, his hand cupping the back of Jan's head. The kiss grew and deepened, Bruce felt himself 
falling even harder for the other man and wondering how he had ever existed without this feeling. Within 
minutes they were making out heavily, their hands all over each other, exploring, touching, grasping and 
stroking until they almost simultaneously brought one another to orgasm. Completely sated, Bruce dozed off 
with the scent of Jan's shampoo in his nose as the blonde fell asleep on his chest. 


The next morning Bruce opened his eyes to find another sunny day. It took him a moment to remember why 


he was in one of the guest rooms but when he thought about the previous night a smile he couldn't suppress 
came across his lips. He reached behind him for the warm body he expected to find there but when he 
couldn't locate anyone he rolled over. The bed was empty. Sitting up, he could see that no one was in the 
bathroom either, then his eyes fell on the chair where Jan's backpack had been. The backpack was gone. 


A sick feeling started to grow in the pit of his stomach. Janick couldn't have left, he couldn't have! Maybe he 
was downstairs. Swinging his feet out of bed, though, Bruce saw that every one of the belongings Jan had left 
strewn around the room was gone. He sat and stared, not believing his eyes, then he almost frantically got up 
and went through the room looking for a note or some explanation. The only thing he found was some pound 
notes folded beneath the phone on the nightstand in exactly the amount to pay for the two extra nights Jan 
had stayed in the room. Bruce sank back down on the bed, stunned. Janick had left. No note, no goodbye, 
nothing. He was just gone. 


Bruce went through the day like an automation. Guests were booked for that night so Mrs. Prescott came in 
to tidy the house and dust the unused guest rooms. Bruce told her not to do the room Jan had stayed in. He 
didn't tell her he'd had an unexpected guest at all, in fact he barely spoke to her. She knew he wasn't usually a 
talkative man but he was completely withdrawn now and she left him alone after a few unsuccessful attempts 


at conversation. After telling her how many guests were expected he went upstairs and didn't show his face 


for the rest of the day. 


Once upstairs Bruce quietly closed the door to the room Jan had been in and went to his own room. He felt 
empty. It kept running through his mind how unfair it was to have finally fallen in love only to know it for one 
night. He couldn't find it in his heart to blame Jan, he hadn't known how Bruce felt about him. Nothing had been 
said, certainly no promises had been made. Bruce lay on his bed for the remainder of the day staring at the 
ceiling. At three in the afternoon Mrs. Prescott tapped on the door to let him know she was leaving for the 
day and he muttered a reply he doubted she heard. The guests weren't expected until after dinner but Bruce 
dreaded it. He would have to play host and that was the last thing he felt like doing. What he felt most like 
doing was curling up in a ball and crying but he didn't allow himself to do that. He hadn't cried since he wads a 
child but he had never felt more like it than now. 


The bell rang just after six and by seven the guests, two married couples in their thirties who planned to 
bicycle the easier trails with the high tech bikes perched atop their vehicles. Bruce tried to be accommodating 
but retreated back upstairs as quickly as he could. He had to pass the room where Janick had stayed on his 
way to his own room but he avoided even looking at the door. It would smell of almonds and clover in there, he 
knew. And even if it didn't, he knew he would think that it did He didn't sleep until almost dawn, trying to 
determine if he had said anything to frighten Jan away, or if Jan had said anything to indicate he was going to 
leave so abruptly. He couldn't think of a thing and knew he was driving himself crazy by going over and over it 
in his mind. He fell into a fitful sleep two hours before he had to get up. 


Mrs. Prescott took care of preparing breakfast and Bruce made up a story about one of the guests having to 
sleep in the room that was Jan's because of a snoring partner so she would clean it. He seriously wondered if 
he would ever be able to go in there again There was a list of chores to be done before the onset of colder 
weather and Bruce threw himself into them in an unsuccessful attempt to think of anything other than Jan, 


The overcast weather had returned but at least it was dry so he caulked the downstairs windows and replaced 
some cracked bricks in the front walkway. The guests returned from their bike ride but fortunately they 
didn't seem to expect him to sit and chat. They noisily went out again to drive into the village for dinner and 
Bruce absently watched them drive away wondering if perhaps Jan had a girlfriend or even a wife. He said he 
didn't but it would at least explain his quick departure if he had. In a weird way it would almost be better than 


his slipping off for no reason at all. 


That night as he lay sleepless Bruce tried to remember if Jan had told him where he planned to go in London, 
making elaborate plans he knew he would never carry out to look him up. Then he tried to remember where 
Jan had said his parents lived but he hadn't said, Bruce realized, he only said they lived a couple of hours away 
from there. He wanted to look them up, to sift through every phone book in the region looking for the name 
Gers, but in his heart he knew he was being foolish. What would he do, knock on their door and tell them he 
was in love with their son? The night dragged on and after a few hours Bruce finally allowed himself to 
succumb to tears. He hoped it would be cathartic, that it might make him feel better, but it didn't. He 
eventually dozed off and awoke with a dull headache from lack of sleep. He scarcely noticed the ache in his 


head over the one in his heart 


It was a bright, beautiful autumn day and Bruce felt almost like nature was mocking him. The guests were 
leaving that morning so after they finished their breakfast he attempted to be a good host, saying all the 
right things about hoping they enjoyed their stay and hoping to see them again, but he didn't think he'd pulled 
it off very well because they left without saying much. Feeling he must be the sort of person who drove 
everyone away he left Mrs. Prescott to clean up and went for a walk. He walked too far, his leq was aching by 
the time he returned to the B and B at mid afternoon. Mrs. Prescott was just leaving for the day and Bruce 
faced his first night of being completely alone as no more guests were expected for several days. Soon there 
would be none at all when the autumn colors faded and the winter chill set in He had enjoyed the peace and 


quiet of the off season the past few years but this year he knew it would just be lonely and cold. 


Not wanting to face the empty house until he had to, Bruce went around back to the gardening shed and got 
out the clippers. The perennials had to be cut back for the winter and this was as good a time as any to get 
started on it. The front walk was lined with peonies and he knelt stiffly, his leg aching dully, to clip them close 
to the ground. Lost in morose thoughts, only half aware of his surroundings, he didn't hear quiet footsteps 
coming up the path behind him. 


"Hi" a soft voice said. 


Chapter Eight 


Bruce froze. Was he hallucinating now, hearing things from being overtired? He got to his feet slowly and 
turned. 


Jan stood there in the path, the late afternoon sunlight highlighting his golden hair, his backpack and guitar 
case over one shoulder. Bruce took a step toward him but then brought himself up short. "I thought you 


would be in London by now." 


"I went to my parents house." Jan said. His face showed uncertainty, even nervousness. He took a step toward 


Bruce. "Can |.can | come in? | want to talk to you. | want to explain why | left without saying goodbye." 


Bruce wanted to appear nonchalant, like he didn't care one way or another, but he couldn't pull it off. He 
couldn't refuse to let Jan in even though he wasn't sure if he wanted to hear what the blonde had to say. He 
nodded and started walking to the house, hearing Jan follow him. Inside, Jan put down his backpack and guitar 


and followed Bruce to the lounge in silence. Bruce sat on the sofa and after a brief hesitation Jan sat too. 
Bruce still didn't speak so Jan did. "I'm sorry | left without waking you up. It was a cowardly thing to do." 
What did Jan mean by that? "Cowardly?" he had to ask. 


Jan was facing him though he sat a few feet away and he looked contrite, maybe even ashamed. "I got 
frightened, Bruce. Things happened so fast and when | woke up and saw you sleeping next to me | just got 


frightened." 


"OF what?" Bruce didn't understand. 


| wanted to believe | was feeling the things | was feeling because I'd been sick, but | wasn't sick anymore and | 
still felt the same. In fact it was even stronger. And | remembered what..what we'd done - it scared the hell 


out of me, Bruce!" 


Bruce was still trying to figure out exactly what Jan was trying to say and he didn't reply. He must have 
looked as confused as he felt because Jan moved a little closer to look into his eyes. "I found myself falling in 
love with you, Bruce, don't you get it? | didn't know how to handle it so | sneaked away like an idiot. | went to 
my parent's house thinking it would clear my head if | was away from you. But it didn't do any good, | couldn't 


get you out of my mind. | am in love with you, Bruce!" 


Bruce felt like he was the delirious one now, he had an urge to shake his head, thinking he surely must have 


heard Jan wrong. "You left because you fell in love with me?" 


Jan looked down at his hands for a moment then met Bruce's gaze again. "I know that doesn't make any sense, 
it doesn't make any sense to me either. This morning | sat down and talked to my parents. | didn't know how 
they would react but | had to talk to someone or | felt like I'd go mad." He smiled a little. "They told me that if 
| felt that strongly | should come back here, that | should be honest with you even if it meant you would 


laugh in my face and send me away." 


Bruce sat thinking. He understood how Jan must have felt, how confusing it must have been for him to find 
himself not only attracted to another man but having genuine feelings for him. At that moment the torment 
of the past two days faded as though it was a distant memory. "Do you really think | would laugh in your face 
and send you away?" he asked gently. 


Jan shook his head. "I don't know. | barely know you, Bruce. | thought | saw something in your eyes and | 


imagined | felt something in your kiss, but for all | know it was pure imagination on my part. Or wishful 


thinking." 

Bruce couldn't stop himself from speaking if he wanted to, and he didn't want to. "I'm crazy about you, Janick. | 
think | fell in love with you from the minute | first laid eyes on you." The words were the the most heartfelt 
Bruce had ever spoken and he was fully aware of that. 


Jan moved down the couch next to Bruce now and put both hands on his face, kissing him softly. 'I love you, 


Bruce. I'm not going to London, | don't want to be that far from you." 


Bruce seized him in a crushing hug but then had a sudden thought and moved away, though keeping his hands 
on Jan's shoulders. "But your music? l'm not going to ask you to give that up!" 


Jan smiled even wider. "A band out of Middlesbrough left a message with my parents. | auditioned for them a 
couple of weeks ago and they want to hear me again If they ask me to, I'll join | never wanted to leave the 
area anyway, it just looked as though I'd have to in order to find work." 

Bruce pulled Jan to him again and kissed him, feeling the blonde's slim arms wrap around him and feeling him 
return the kiss. "I want you to stay, | want you to stay right here with mel | know that sounds crazy, like we 
would be rushing things, but..." 

Jan interrupted. "| don't care if it is rushing things, | want to stay. I'll stay as long as you'll have me. " 


"As long as I'll have you? What if | want to have you for a lifetime?" Bruce teased. 


"Then that's how long you'll have mel" Jan smiled, then his smile faced to a look of intimacy. "Do you have 


guests tonight?" 


"No, none for nearly a week. Business will taper off to nothing in a couple of weeks.” 


Jan raised his hand to Bruce's face again. "There's so much we don't know about each other, and | want to 


learn it alll But right now all | can think about is making love with you again. And again, and again, and again!" 


Bruce felt his breath catch at Jan's words and the thought behind them. He had been worried in the back of 
his mind that one of the reasons Jan had left so suddenly was that he had been put off by the sex. He knew 
he wasn't much more experienced with other men than Jan was, but from Jan's words and from the look in 


his eyes those fears were put to rest. He didn't think he could speak at that moment so he wordlessly took 
hold of Jan's hand and led him up the stairs to his bedroom. 


Jan didn't speak either but he didn't hesitate even though Bruce felt him trembling slightly when they arrived 
they fell onto the bed in each others arms. He felt an unexpected urge to be tender and romantic, though he 
would never have believed it of himself a mere week ago. He swept Jan's silky hair back from his face gently 
and kissed him, kissing his face and neck and back to his lips. He was addicted to the taste of Jan, he realized; 
he couldn't seem to get enough. 


He was coming to understand that once Jan became aroused he had a high sex drive. His enthusiasm fueled 
Bruce's own and soon they were exchanging gasping, wild kisses though still fully clothed. He slid his hands up 
the back of Jan's tee shirt, feeling the warm smooth skin and lean muscles beneath his palms, and he tugged 
the shirt up and over Jan's head Bruce was wearing a button-up shirt and Jan's nimble fingers were working 
the buttons as their embrace grew more and more excited. Once he had the buttons undone Jan wasted no 
time, raking his fingers through Bruce's thick body hair and ducking his head to place quick hot kisses to 
Bruce's chest. Bruce reached for the fastenings to Jan's zipper and he felt the blonde purposefully run his 
hands lightly over his own groin. He couldn't remove his jeans fast enough and as he did he felt Jan slip out of 


his own. 
"lIl never get enough of you." Bruce found his hands going back to Jan's hair again and again, mesmerized by 


it's silky softness. He 


was murmuring half incoherently, "I never thought I'd want anyone as much as | want you!" 
Jan's only response was a frenzied moan as he grasped Bruce's bare arse and pulled him close, their erections 
in full contact, the sensation of skin on velvety skin almost too much to bear. 


"Bruce..Bruce..” Jan gasped, putting his hands to Bruce's face and bringing it up even with his own. "I think I'd 


like to try something... can we try something?" 
"Mmm, what?" Bruce placed a kiss to the tip of Jan's nose. 
"What we were talking about that night. You know what | mean" 


In a flash Bruce knew exactly what Jan was talking about and he felt dizzy at the thought. "Are you sure?" He 
looked searchingly into the gray eyes inches from his own. "We don't have to do that right away, we have all 


the time in the world." 
Jan was breathless, his body still moving against Bruce's. "| want to try, if you're willing.” 


"Alright," Bruce pressed a kiss to each cheek, then to Jan's lips. "But if you change your mind I'll stop. | 


promise." 


Jan just nodded and Bruce felt the long slender legs part and wrap around the back of his calves The heat 
from Jan's arousal was burning into him and he was finding it difficult to think. "We need something, some kind 
of lubricant." 


Bruce thought fast. He had an half empty bottle of baby oil he'd bought some time ago to massage into his 
aching leg. "Wait," he kissed Jan quickly. "I'll be right back" Another kiss then he jumped up and darted into the 
bathroom, rummaging in the cabinet under the sink. He was back in no more than a minute with the bottle. Jan 
was lying spread eagle on the still-made bed watching Bruce with a burning gaze. Bruce felt his heart quicken 
and his mouth go dry at the sight. 


He lay next to the blonde,making a supreme effort to calm himself. He wanted to make this last, it was a 
momentous event, a milestone in a brand new relationship and he knew it shouldn't be frantic or hurried. Janick 
was apparently thinking along the same lines because he rolled to face Bruce, softly sliding his hands up his 


arms and down his back, placing small, light kisses along his jaw and neck. 
"| don't exactly know what do do." Bruce confessed after aminute. 


"I think it will come naturally if its meant to happen" Janick sounded sure of that and over the course of the 
next half hour it became obvious he was right. Their joining was languid, sensual, and as natural as breathing, 
their rhythm perfectly in sync as their movements became faster, their kisses deeper and more passionate. 
The sensation of Janick's heat and hardness trapped between their bodies was the most sensual thing Bruce 
had ever experienced and as Jan's moans and gasps increased he knew his own excitement was keeping pace 


with his lover's. 


"Ahh, oh God, BRUCE!" Jan cried out, his body convulsing as he reached his climax. It was too much for Bruce, 
he kissed Jan wildly as he felt his own orgasm building. When it hit him he felt like he was rocketing into space, 
wave after wave of delicious pleasure washing over him as he clutched tightly to Jan's body. He didn't want it 
to end and it was a few minutes before he could even move. He felt Jan kissing him repeatedly, raining soft 


kisses on his face and lips and he held him tighter. 


"Janick, you are pure magic. | love you, | love you so much!" He looked down into Jan's face, seeing open, un 
restrained love reflected there amid the aftermath of intense pleasure. He felt as though he was where he 


was always meant to be. 


THE END 


